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DON'T SHOOT/ YOU'LL 
HIT THE NITRO AND WE'LL 
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Here Is the Perfect 
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MURDERER'S MIRTH!" 



IT was early evening, A high-powered 
green sedan was earing up the highway 
r.0 Lincoln, Nebraska at seventy miles an 
hour! A' man. with a hideous laugh on his 
face was behind the wheel. 

"HAAAA-HAAAA!" He roared as he 
swerved out of lane, passing other cars. Auto- 
mobiles on either side had all they could do 
to aviod a collision. 

"Where's that lunaric going?" drivers 
yelled. "Doesn't he know traffic moves in 
TWO directions?" 

But weird driving was only the least of the 
madman's antics. He kept aiming a revolver 
at passing motorists who shrunk back in ter- 
ror as bullers plowed Through their windows. 
Wirh each volley, rhe killer roared his glee. 

One passenger grew pale as he examined 
a hole through his hat. "T-The man's MAD!" 
he exclaimed. "He's firing at cars as if he 
were in a shooting gallery!" 

Cars all along rhe Lincoln highway pulled 
over to one side to let the trigger-mad nut 
pass them. "It's a miracle if he doesn't kill 
himself!" gasped one man. Another woman 
shrieked as a slug whizzed over her head, 
"That idiot should be jailed!" 

Tom Redman, his girl and another couple 
didn't see the green sedan until it- almost was 
on top of them. There were a sharp series of 
explosions which confused Tom's buddy, Jim 
Hudder. He looked around confusedly. 
"What's rhat? — A blowout?" But Tom's 
sweerheart took one look at Tom and 
screamed, "No, you fool! BULLETS!" Tom 
was slumped over- the wheel of his careening 
car, blood running out of several punctures 
in his head. The car was out of control. Jim 
lunged for the wheel. "Stop screaming!" he 
gasped. "I've gor her steady! Leave Tom 
alone . . . just step on the brake! Quick!" 

The front of the car crashed into the side 
of the hill skirting the road. Some glass flew, 
but nobody was hurt. Nobody, thar is, except 
Tom Redman. Other motorists, witnessing 
the crash, stopped their cars and came over. 
A motorcycle policeman roared up. Jim was 
comforting the grief-stricken girl who 
sobbed, "It's that crazy motorist! I hope they 
. catch him and £ive him the chair." 



At the same time, William North, a furrier, 
was driving toward his home in Holth Cross, 
not far from Lincoln, when he iioticed. a 
woman lying in the road. He brought the 
car to an abrupt stop and leaped to the wom- 
an's side. But she was beyond help. She 
seemed to have been shot several times. Just 
then, North's daughter pointed out of the 
car window. "Dad, there's another woman! — 
Lying under the trees . . . just across the 
road!" Sure enough, the second woman was 
dead, also from gunshots. North, white as his 
headlight beams, took his daughter by the 
hand and made for rhe nearest house to ca.ll 
the police. A prerry girl of about twenty came 
out on the stoop of a small but attractive 
English stone cottage. North rapidly explain, 
ed about the bodies. The girl shook her head. 

"I'm sorry," she said. "Our phone hasn't 
been installed yet. And my mother and father 
are out. But I can drive ro town and ferch 
the police while you wait here."' 

"A good idea," rejoined North, as the girl 
took her topcoat off a vestibule coat hanger. 
"You might also have a look at the bodies 
as we" pass. There's a chance you might know 
them." The girl assented reluctantly and they 
made their way to the first corpse under the 
tree. The girl's eyes bulged with horror. She 
uttered a piercing shriek that froze North's 
marrow. "MiGod! That's my MOTHER!" 

"That settles it," North replied. "We're 
ALL driving ro Obersheen!" 

North raced to the nearest town, Ober- 
sheen, and brought Sheriff Mac Doyle and his 
staff to the scene of the crime. The coroner 
inspected the bodies of the two women. Sher- 
iff Doyle sat on his haunches and listened 
attentively to the coroner's findings. "Mac,? 
said rhe coroner grimly, "whoever did this 
was in a murderous frenzy. I've never seen 
anything" so vicious. One shot could've donfi 
for any of them; yet each body has three 
slugs— tired less than two feet away! We're 
dealing with a homocidal -maniae — that's 
plain." 

Suddenly one of the troopers who was 
assigned by Doyle to search the premises let 
out a yell. The beam of his flashlight picked 
up the form of twisted, dead man, lying 



crumpled beneath the bushes. The Sheriff and 
coroner came on the dead run. 

"This is a new kind o£ cemetery," mut- 
tered Doyle. "This one buries the bodies 
ABOVE the ground!" 

The new cadaver turned out to be Jack 
Kiefer, the girl's father. "I don't get it," 
murmured the coroner. "It doesn't make 
sense. The killer first shoots a dame . . . the 
one on : the road. Then he gives the same busi- 
ness to Mr. and Mrs. Kiefer, who never saw 
the unknown dame, according, to their 
daughter . . ." The Sheriff shrugged. '"We'll - 
see if other people knew her. I'm moving all 
three bodies down to the Union Mortuary 
in Obersheen for a post mortem." 

One hour later, one of the townspeople 
^approached Sheriff Doyle. 

"I know that- woman, Sheriff," he said with 
a. break in his voice. "I was her family docror. 
»She's Loretta .Graham, the mother of Ruth 
Graham who lives in Lincoln." 

Since the Graham phone didn't answer, 
Doyle rushed a few men into Lincoln to 
locate the girl. They got a lead from a neigh- 
bor and picked up Ruth at a Lincoln movie- 
house. In another half hour they were back 
at the mortuary with rhe sobbing girl. 

She identified rhe woman found dead on 
the road, then burst into hysrerical tears.' She 
knew something like this was bound ro hap- 
pen. She'had felt ir in her bones and had 
warned her mother, who was a widow. But 
Mrs. Graham wouldn't listen. Gently, Sheriff 
Doyle tried to draw the girl out. 

"You say your mother was a widow. Did 
she have an admirer? ... A suitor perhaps?" 
"If you can call him that," Hatred gleamed 
from the girl's rear-filled eyes. "I called him 
a beast. He had the most horrifying grin on 
- his face, like you sometimes see on the face 
of a cat about to pounce on a sparrow. His 
i name was Louis Strarton." 
"Does he. own a car?" 
"Yes. — A green sedan. He. was always ask- 
♦ ing mother to cpme riding with him. But she 
kept turning him down. It used to make him 
very angry. He used to shout that one day 
he'd rnake mother obey him . . . he'd force her 
to take a ride with him, no matter what hap- 
pened! ... And he did! He DID!" 

Doyle snapped his fingers wirh sudden, 

grim inspiration. He turned to the coroner. 

"I think I can reconstruct this case now, coroner. 

What Miss Graham says ties in with your theory that 



the killer was a .madman. After Ruth Graham left for 
a movie, Stratton came over lo visit her mother. Again 
he asked her to' go out with him. Again she refused. 
Stratton went berserk. He pulled a gun and followed 
her about the room, pumping bullets into her body 
until she was dead. Then he tossed the body into his 
car and drove it to a wooded place near the Kiefer 
home. He dumped the body on the road. 

Just when he was about to leave, he must've run 
into Mrs. Kiever. Seized by uncontrollable maniacal 
fury, he kept shooting until she fell dead. Her hus- 
band, Mr. Kiefer, must've heard the screams and ran 
to the rescue, only to get the same treatment. Strat- 
ton kept firing until Kiefer was dead. Then Stratton 
got into his green sedan and drove off. All we've got 
to.flnd out now is WHERE HE IS!" 

A motorcycle cop was standing in the doorway of 
the mortuary, listening. He was the same officer who 
had driven up to Tom Redman's car, just after Tom 
had been shot to- death by the laughing hyena of a 
driver. He approached Doyle with a curious light in 
his eyes. "You' know something. Sheriff," he said. 
"I'll bet YOUR green sedan is MY green sedan. 
We've been combing the highway for a loony who 
killed a guy for the FUN OF IT!" 

"That sounds like Stratton!" snapped Doyle. Five 
minutes later, telephone wires were humming all over 
Nebraska ordering an all-out search for the laughing 
killer in the green sedan. Twenty minutes before 
midnight a call came into headquarters at Obersheen 
from car 24 on the Lincoln highway. 

"We've located a green sedan outside a diner near 
junction 76. Any orders before we go in?" 

"Yes!" shouted Doyle into the radio. "Stay put till 
I get there. — Unless, of course, the, killer comes out. 
Then use your own judgment." 

When Doyle pulled up alongside the diner, the 
killer was still inside eating, and the troopers were 
outside, waiting. "Surround the diner," Doyle snap- 
ped. "I'm going in after him." 

Stratton, the wild-eyed, mirthful driver of the 
green sedan, was gobbling his third portion of pie 
when Doyle and two troopers accosted him, about 
ten feet away from Stratton's table. "Okay, Stratton. 
You're coming with us! On your feet and don't go 
for a gun. You'll never live to digest that pie!" 

Stratton's eyes blazed fire. With a fierce oath, he 
overturned the table and made a bull rush straight 
for Doyle. The two troopers swiftly leveled their 
revolvers. But Doyle brushed them aside. "Hold your 
fire! Leave the screwball to rrie!" Stratton was coming 
on like a maddened bull, head lowered. But he was 
only a setup for Doyle's uppercut! One herculean 
smash and -Stratton literally sailed across the room 
and collapsed in 3 heap, unconscious before he hit the 
ground. 

Two months later, Stratton drew life imprison- 
ment in an asylum for the hopelessly demented. 
Throughout the trial and the sentence he kept gig- 
gling insanely. And it Is at the lunatic asylum today 
that Louis Stratton I a ugh Sr— enjoying his private, mad 
sense of humor which robbed four innocent people 
of their lives I 
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g)VER A YEAR WENT BY. 
NEVER ONCE DID MRS. 
PEACE SUSPECT THE 
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ACNE, TEEN-AGE PIMPLES, 
SURFACE SKIN BLEMISHES 
and IRRITATIONS! 
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Actual clinical tests conducted by leading doctors have proven that an amazing 

new-type medication helps clear up acne blemishes while it coven and hides embar- ' 

rassing pimples! In the many cases tested by the doctors, there were a mix- 

tureof men, women and children. White and Negro. Some with recent pimple 

enrprions and others with acne troubles of many' years. The results were: 
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Leading 
SKIN 
SPECIALISTS 

RECOMMEND THIS 
DOUBLE TREATMENT 



TEENAGERS and GROWN-UPS REGAIN NEW POPULARITY 
HIDES PIMPLES ON LIGHT, AVERAGE A DARK COMPLEXIONS! 
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SURE, QUICK RESULTS -WORKS LIKE MAGIC! 

SATISFACTION GUARANTEEDOR ■—- 
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SKIN DOCTORS STATE THAT 

TO NEGLECT YOUR SKIN MAY - 
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NEW STYLES DEMAND SMOOTH, FLAT TUMMY 



Amazing New French Undergarment 

Girdle Makes You Look Your 

Best in New Fashions 



along with the styles 


. These wonderful most flatterini 




look more lovely than you dre 


—but only if you w 0i 


r them properly. TUMMY-TRIM 1 




i feminine youthfulness to your i 


For the firs* time in 


a popular priced girdle it Uh 




jutouriers' insight into womanly . 


Leading designer! ai 


:tually applauded when they .-_■ 




